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This TALE is nae bout ale or wluſkie, 
Or a ſeighin' ſang o' wae; 
Its bout twa chiels, wha play'd a pliſkie 
Sic as happens ilka day. 


— — em -- -- -- 


A our ſax miles frae Embro' town, 
Liv'd Willie Wood and Sandy Brown. 

Will was a baxter to his trade, 

An' Sandy was a brewſter bred, 

They baith had wives fu' fair to ſee, 

An' baith were men o' ſome degree; 

Itk manfully cou'd heave a kite, 
And ilk, its ſaid, cou'd read an' write, 
An' nane like them cou'd fling ſae nice 
The curlin' ſtane alang the ice,” _ 
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In ſhort, a body did them fraiſe, 
That ſaw them in their Sunday's claiſe.. 
The brewer thought it was nae harm 
To gie his frien” the beſt o' barm ; 
An' Will, to pay him back inſtead, 
Sent Sandy aye the beſt 0's bread, 


Slie Sandy was a gye queer chiel, 


An' loo'd his ain wife unco weel ; 
Yet ſhe his hale luve cou'dna fetter, 


Since he o' Will's wife gat the better; 
He felt, what funny poets fing, 
That changes are a li ſome hangs 
Auld aunty Kate, wi” haf an e'e, _ 
| Had ſeen him whare he ſhou'dna be ; 
1 An' there was cauſe to fear an' dread, 
That horns grew on Willie's head, 
Will thought as meikle aft himſel, 
Tho' he his think to nane wad tell, 
Till ae prime day, baith clear an' dry, 
. He fairly was reſolv'd to try | 
Gin clatters, whilk he heard, war true, 
Anent the brewſter an' his dow. 
He ſtrek't his beard and thought awee, 
Than dis his ain wife notice gie, 
That he was gaun ſome miles frae hame, 
To buy ſome wheat an' ither grain „ 
An' that a day or twa 'twad tak, 
Afore that he again wan back. 
Sac aff he rade, but ſcarce was he 
A ſtane-caſt paſt Tam Norie's lee, 
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Whan his gudewife, free o“ reſtrent, 
Her laſs o'er for the brewſter ſent. 
He, nae doubt, was fu' glad to hear 
A ca? frae her he loo'd ſae dear; 
Sae out he ſlips ; an', blythe an' crouſe, 
He enters ſonſay Willie s houſe. 
Scrimply had he been there an hour; 
An? done a' that was in his power, 
Whan to the dore there cam a chap, 
That was kent for the gudeman's rap. 
The brewſter maiſt jamp out o's ſkin, | 
Whan he thought on the ſhame an' fin ; 
He cry'd, Whare will I hide my face ; 
An' ban't the day he kent yon place. 
I wadna, quo? he, be ſeen here 
For a' yon man in Lon'on's gear- —- 
Whare fall I hide, make heaſt an' tell. 
Thinks Willie's wife, whas name was Bell; 
She o' invention, ne'er was miſt, 
But thought at ance on the big kiſt, 
In which the bread an' cheeſe ay lay, 
In to't ſhe bad the brewſter gae; 
Sae, but a ramrace, he jamp in; 
An' faſt the lid was lock't on him, 
"Bell, mutterin?, like fowk auld in ill, 
Ye're as ſafe's a thief in a mill, 
She jimply had tane out the key, 
Till in ſtruts Willy fu” o' glee; | 
Quo? he, my dear, ye'll think it queer 
That I again ſae ſoon am here, 
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An' ferlie, till I tell my Bell : 


What to me on the road befel. 


The grain, which I was gaun to buy, 


Is a' coft up by Heugh Mackay. 


I met wr him, the flee auld loon, 
Ere I was ae mile frae our town. 
vac round I wheeled Maggy's head, 
An' hame I red again wi' ſpeed. 
The filler that T've hain'd will pay 
Near ilka debt I awe this day. 

I'm awn the brewſter fifty pound, 
For grazin' on his meadow-ground;. 


An' that, ye ken, ye heard me ſay, 


J this owk in his loof wad lay: 

vac ſend the laſs, an' gar him come, 

That he frae me may get the ſum. 
His wife kent weel it wad be vain 

To ſend: an' ſeek the brewer at hame; 

Tho?, for to hide her wanton ſhame, 


An' keep the brewſter free o' blame, 


She, wi' a wink, ſent o'er her laſs 
To bid him come an' draw the braſs. 
The laſs gied aff; but in a crack 


She frae the brewer's houſe comes back, 


An' tauld her miſtreſs, that her ſpark 


Had newly gane out to his park, 


To look at a fine horſe, whilk he 


Had coft that day frae Tam Macgee. 


It wadna be amiſs, tho' I | 
Here tell the laſs was in the pye; 


( 
An' for her pains ſhe weel was paid; 
WY a bren-new gown an' a plaid, 
An' eke a pair o' ſpleet new ſhoon, 
Made by a paucky ſouter loon, 
Wha aft, its ſaid, gin it be true, 
Pree't this plump laſſes roſy mou, 8 
An' did what luvers aften do. 
Will kent or ever ſhe cam in, 


The anſwer ſhe wad bring bout him; 
| Tho? he, to make the joke complete, 


Did ſay to his ain Dame, fu” ſweet, 
My dear, fince Sandy is frae BILITY 
Send for his wife, its a' the ſame 
Whilk o' them dis the filler draw, 
Gin T it ance ha'e gi'en awa. 

Here Willie's wife, we meikle grace, 
An' wy! a ſmirkie angel's face, 
Took him about the neck, an' ſaid, 
Why, dearie, is this hurry made ? 
The morn, ye ken, is a new day, 
An' I'm gaun up to Cherry brae ; 
Sae, whan I'm up in Jenny Fells, 
Ye'll hae the hale houſe to yourſells— 
To claſh an' claver what you pleaſe, 
An' fit, an' drink, an' tak your eaſe, 
Ye ken that Sandy's ay fu' ſweer 
To gie awa, tho' due, his gear ; 
| Beſides, I'm ſure ye ken that I 


Hate ere to ſee him come o'er bye; 
He's 
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He's ay ſae faſhous, an' aff tawkin', 
That the laſt owk, whan I was makin” 
My five new ſarks, he ca't them ſhort; 
An' ſaid, whane'er ye wanted ſport, 
Ye wadna need to grip far down; 
Syne leugh like onie blackguard Ioon. 
Ye ken I hate ſick filthie tawk, 
An' bad him ne'er again come back, 
Within my dore, the ill. made rung, 
Unleſs he'd ſwear to mend his tung. 
Nae mair o' that, cry'd Will, dear life, 
I maun ſee here the brewſter's wife: 
For, ſince he's nae at hame, I think 
Its right that ſhe ſhou'd draw the clink. 
Haſte, Betty, rin, an' but a ſneer, 
Tell her to come this inſtant here. 

The laſs, tho? to her miſtreſs true, 
Nov plainly ſaw naething wad do. 
Sae, to obey her maſter's ca), 
She's for the brewſter's rib awa; 
An', e'er ye'd twenty count an' ten, 
The brewer's wife came ſtapin' ben. 
She made a beck, as heavings claim'd, 
Syne twa three odd like words ſhe nam'd, 
Sic as, loſh me, preſerve us a', 
Frae what ert dis the wind now blaw; 
Wi' fic a fuſs, what, irs, want ye, 
In fic a highlan? haſte, wi' me. 

Sit down, quo? Will, an' ye ſall hear; 3 
To let ye ken I'ſe nae be ſwear. | 
: | I'm 
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Pm in the gudeman's debt awee; 
But mean, this night, we clear fall be. 
See there's a ſtamp, ſet down your name, 


An' for him tak this filler hame. 


J will do that, fu? blithe ſhe ſaid, 

Your debts are ay a' pointed paid; 
I've aft ſaid, our gudeman, whan ſlack, 
Shou'd an example by ye tak, 
An' to ilk body their ain ng 
Whan he has walth to pay them wr. 
He that as't may; quo? Will, my dear, 
Hae ye within the houſe nae cheer, 
That better is than common fare, 
To gie our neebor's wife a {kair; 
The beſt ye hae ye needna hain— 
That muſic's beſt that fills the wame. 

I hae ſome whauky, ſtout an' bauld, 
An' ream, cheeſe ne'er a ha'f year auld; 
I've plenty cakes, o' gude ait meal, 

An' a ha'f leg o' roaſted veal ; 

I've twa young chikens, fat an' fair, 
An' the fine ham ye coft at Ayr; 
T'Il bring a' out, an', but bein” preſt, 
She may eat o' what ſhe likes beſt. 

Quo? Will, my dear, your unco kind; 
Yet a' that is nae to my mind, | 
Its ſeldom ſhe comes o'er to ſee us, 

Or onie faſh or trouble gie us; 
Sae, let me tell ye, I incline 
To treat her wi a glaſs o' wine. 
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It weel me fa's, or I'm miſtane ; 
An' ye maun gang for it alane, 
To Geordie Black's at the town end, 
An? bid him haf a dizen ſend. 
Bring ane yourſel, baith pure an' prime, 
An' it weel drink in the meantime. 
Whan Bell heard a' that Will had ſaid, 
She offer'd for to ſend her maid. 
Na na, quo' Will, my bonny Bell, 
E'en ſtap awa for it yourſell. ; 
Our neebor here an' I will crack, 
Afore that ye again come back. 
 Whan Bell ſaw he wad nae be ſhifted, 
Tho? ſhe was for the brewſter frighted, 
She aff to Geordie's gied right ſweer ; 
For maiſt haf dead ſhe was wr fear. 
Willie now thought it was his turn, 
An' fand his breaſt wi' paſſion burn; 
Sae, but a fike, he up dis ſtand, 
An' took his friend's wife by the hand. 
He tauld her @ thing that had paſt, 
Sine claſp't her round the middle faſt ; 
An', whan o' fraiſe ſhe was na miſt, 
He ſet her down upo' the kiſt, 
In whilk the brewer was confin'd ; 
An' did what lovers do whan join'd, 
An' it was manag'd wi' fic trim, 
That a' was o'er or Bell cam' in. 
Wha brought the wine, an' down ſhe ſat, 
An' it upon the table pat. | 


To 


Will raiſe, an' drew the cork wr 3 
An' poured out twa glaſs wi' head; 
Syne drank unto the brewer's health, 


An' wiſh'd him thumpin weans an' wealth; 


Than bade his wife bring the red cheeſe, 
An' ilka thing ſhe had to pleaſe. 

This was the warſt word Bell could hear; 
To bring hit out ſhe was fu' ſwear; 

The brewer an' it, to her diſgrace, 

Were baith confin'd within ae place. 

She didna ken weel what to ſay, 

Or how ſhe was to quell the fray, 
Till, fum'lin' thro? her poutch awhile, 
She thought poor Willie ſhe'd beguile, 
By ſayin”, wr a forc'd kind o' glee, 
My dear, Will, I ha'e loſt the kee, 
O' the big kiſt whar it dis lie; 

«© We'll get a pund or twa to buy.“ 


ce III be fick laith,” quo? Will, an' raiſe, 


Syne for the meikle hammer gaes, 
An' gied the kiſt an unco ſtroke, 
Than in a blink up ſprings the lock, 
An' ſyne the brewer, gude keep me! 
Look'd out as unco as could be. 

To ſee his wife an' Will thegither, 
Baith fittin cloſe to ane anither, 


Will's wife look'd blue, an' a? ſang dumb, 


Till Sandy frae the Kkiſt did come; 
He ſcratch'd his pow, an' looked blate, 
Then aſkit Will for's billy Pate, 


* WE, a. —_— _ — — — — 4 — —— 
—_— — 2 I 


{ =) 


An' a' the news that he'd brought name, 
Frae the place where he coft the grain,” 
4e J hae nae news, nor mean nae ſtrife, 
% (Quo? Will,) but I hae kiſs'd thy wife, 
e Deed Sandy we may hearty laugh 
< Since nane can tak” the tither aff. 
e We've play'd ilk ane a ſouple trick, 
4 Inſpir'd by luſt, an' flee auld nick, 
« My wife ye've kiſg'd, an' I've kiſs'd thine, 
ee Sae ever after frae this . | 
Let us live happy ane an' a 
« Sin' we? re twa cuckolds i in a raw,” ; 
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THRAWART MAGGY. 
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Aft trifles big mis-ſhanters bring, 

Frae whilk a hunder mae may ſpring; 
An' ſome, wha thrawart tempers ha'e, 

Aft ſtand unkent in their an way: 

But aye, to guard againſt a coup, 

Fouk ſhou'd look weel afore they * 


» 
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* Twas wearing gay * late at ebe 


Vhan younkers leave the daffin ee 
Poor Saundie, frae his doughty wark, 
Came hame a jappet i the dark, 

A lang auld timmer ſtool drew near _ 


The new peat ingle, glancinꝰ clear, 5 85 
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Which ſeat its reek, in columus black, 


Out thro? an open i' the thack, - 
An' gat his wark-Iloonis a' in tune 


Io ca? ſome tackets i' his ſhoon, 


Tho' wi' a lang day's wark ſair dung 


He was as ftiff's a reiſted rung : 


Syne Meg ſet by her ſpinnin' wheel 
(Whilk helps the heavy time to ſteal 
Awa'), an' fturdy-like did hook 
The parritch kettle on the crook, 
An' frae the willow-booſt did fkatter 
A tate o' meal upo' the water, | 
Nae doubt for fear it ſnou'd beguile 
Her whan it did begin to boil. 

This doon, ſhe harls down wi' ſpeed 
The bouit aff the box-bed head, 
An' frae a bole ye eith with ſee 
Her tak? a ſpunk to light it wi'; 
For ye maun ken, that juſt eenow 


_ *Twas time to gang an' milk the cow. 


But here, or we ga'e farer ben, 
Ablins its fitten to let Ken 
To them wha reads, that this ſam' lucky, 


Was eben a dour an' thrawart bucky, 


Which ſhaw'd ſhe was o' boul-horn'd breed, 


. Whane'er ſhe took it i' her head.— 
Ay whan be ga'e advice, but ſwither 


Ye're ſure that e wad tak” anither ; 
Na, but a joke, ſhe's aft been ſeen 
To clap her neeves afore his e'en, 


| While 
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While he, poor ſumph ! boot filence keep, 
An' durſtna for his lugs play cheep! 
Than wi' her hands her tung kept ſteiks; 
In ſhort now, Marget-—wure the breeks! 
Compar'd wi' her in ony way 
He was as contrair's night's frae day— 
An honeſt-hearted fimple cheil', 
Wha loo'd to ſee ilk body weil. 
But hear what I am gaun to tell, 
An' in th” affair judge for yerſell, 

Meg loot but little time expire 
Afore ſhe reach'd the theeket byre ; 

But wow ! ſad cheat ! whan near ſhe drew, 
As white's her mutch her haffets grew, 

An' legs did ſhake, as foon's ſhe ſaw 
The dore wide ſtannin' to the waw ; 

Wi' heart heigh jumpin' to her mou', 1 85 
She cried, © Preſerve us! whare's the cow?“ 
An' ſtood an' glour'd about fu' keen 

But de'il a cow was to be ſeen; * 
Than wi' the bouit hame ſhe ran | 
To tell the tidings to her man : 

O Saundie, haſte fling by your ſhoon, 
« (Quo? ſhe) an' ſee what's to be doon ; 
For ſome ane's been ſae unco glaiket 
As gang an' leave the dore unſneket, 
% An' Hernie being left her lane 
68 win out, nor ken I whare ſhe's gane.“ 
% Aweel (quoth he), ſae ye may crack o't, 
See what a bonny hand ye'll mak o't ! 
. B 2 | « JJ]. 
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1 Il mak ot! What the ſorro' way? 
« D'ye think that I can watch her aye? 


© That is a bonny ſpeech indeed 
To come frae your unwordy head; 


«© Ye poor unthinking ſenſeleſs ſow, 
* Get up, an' let us ſeek the cow!” “ 
Quoth he, right bauld, © De'il's i' the jad! 


ei dareſay ye are gaunclean mad! 


«© To think at ſic an elritch time | 

* O' night, whan we ſee ne'er a ſtyme, 
That we like gouks ſhou'd gang awa,” 
An' ken na what may us befa'. 

* What tho”, nae ſeeing whare we're gaun, 


e Tn ſome wild frightfu' place we lar, 


% Whare wyllie bogles, dancin” reels, 
May hing us a' up by the heels; 

*© Or dev'liſh Spuntey, watching, lead 
“Us in ſome pool out o'er the head! 
An' „Marge, faith I really doubt, 
5 Altho” we e'en ſud find her out, 


if ſhe wi mae be in a park, 


< Ye winna ken her i' the dark: 

«© But gin ye'll only be ſae wiſe, 

« As juſt for ance tak' my advice, 

« Byde ſtill till light o' day appear, 

An' than we'll find the road mair clear.“ 
Whane'er this ſpeech cam' frae his pow 


Meg's paſſion like a rock took low: 


„ Whiſht ! haud y'er clep, an' ſpeik nae langer, 
% Ye ne'er-do-weel, to raiſe my anger 


« A pity 
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« A pity, faith, but I wad bow 
te To tak advice frae fic as you! 
& Wae with ye, Sir, it ſets ye ill 
ec To tauk to me in fic a ſtyle ; | 
4 Confid'rin* what a life I lead, 2 
& To keep your gets an' you weel clade, 
te Or elſe I'm ſure ye'd aft hae ſcarce 
«© A pair o' breeks to hool your ,a—lſe !” ? 
“For Gudeſake, Marget (cries he), ceaſe ; 
An' let us ance again ha'e peace: 
« For whan your tung but breaks its girth, 
* This houſe is juſt a hell on yirth ! 
« But gin yell try to keep it Nil, 
III cheerfu' do whate'er ye will;“ 
For now he ſaw't vain to contend 
An' waſte his wind to little end; 
An' therefore bade her juſt fit down 
Till he wad feſh ſome neebours roun', 


Wha wad their beſt aſſiſtance # 'E ; 
To cert vn 6 feats 
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Wi' that he didna nner —__ 
But ſet aft, ſpeiking a' the gate; 
An' ſcarce had been awa' a crack 
Ere he return'd, an' at his back | 
Cam' marchin' in, young Robin Gool, 
Wi' Habby Graeme the haflins fool, 
Auld Symon Glaikie, Geordy Grith, 
An' ſtam'rel Willy Gray the ſmith, 
Providet a? wi' thumpin' cuds, 

In caſe o' need, to gi'e ſome thuds, 


My: | Wi: 
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WY ae conſent they leave the houſe, 
An' rattle o'er the craft fu' crouſe, 
Sometimes alang the ditches ſcourin', 
Sometimes nen e the hedges PR, „ 
While Marget loud an' aft did rair, . 
* Mr lady Hornie !” here an' there. 
Lang, lang they gaed "avg hows an' braes, - 
Thro' elritch roads an' crooket ways, 
An' war beginnin to deſpair 
O' ſeeing Hornie ony mair, 
Whan, wearing near an auld wind-mill, 
Juſt on a ſudden Will ſtood fill, 
“ Whiſht ! whiſht!“ quoth he, an' did allege 
bo He heard a boo ahint a hedge; 
| | Whilk Meg bris'd thro' wi' ſpeed tho? thornie,. 
| To ſee gif it was really Hornie; 
An' tho? 'twas mark ſhe did eſpy _ 
The park contain'd ſome ſcores o' kye; 
On which the men fouk a' gaed in 
To fee if they cou'd Hornie fin', 
But lippent maiſt to Marget's ſkill, 
As firſt an' laſt ſhe'd ta'en her will; 
An' ſhe had ſaid, nae lang before, 
She'd ken her quey *mang fifty ſcore, 
E'en tho' it was as dark as pit, 
Whan ane can hardly ſteer their fit. 
As gude's her word She cried fu' fain, 
That ſhe had lighted on her ain, 
Whilk nae doubt had, by light o' day, 
Within the hedging made its way: 
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At this blyth news they ga'e a ſhout, 

Wy! perfect joy, an' brought her out; 
An' leaſt ſhe ſhou'd again eſcape, 
Out owre her horns they cooſt a rape; 
Syne Gool fu' canny, by the ſame _ 
Road that they gaed, ſtraught led her hame ; 
An' a' the lave, to cracking gi'en, 
Thought that they had right lucky been, 

Excepting Willy, wha, poor bitch! 

Gaed to the navel in a ditch, 
An' whan pu'd out, by them aboon, 
His feet cam? up, an' left his ſhoon, 
Which gart him a' the weary road 
| Gae trudging wi' his cloots unſhode ! 
An' Marget here began to taunt, 
An' jeer . Sandie for his want | 
O' ſenſe; an' maiſt wi' blythnefs ſang 
Becauſe her deids proov'd he was _—_—_ 
But wait awee, or a' be doon | 
Ye'll maybis hear her change her tune. 
Wy great ado, thro' dubs an' mire, 
The troup fu? joyfu' reach'd the byre, 
Whare hung o'er rungs ilk wearied wight 
Till Marget gaed an' fuſh a light; 
But hunk'rin down upo' her knees, 
Poor Hornie o' her milk to eaſe, 
She ga'e a ſkreigh, wi' ſtannin' hairs, 
The Lord keep's. a' frae witches ſnares ! 
*& As clear to me as ſhining pewther, 


te They've whuppet aff _ Hornie's uther.“ a 
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© G—d's preſence guide's !” ilk chield did roar, 
An' a' made clean heels to the dore. 
Lang Habby Graeme, wi' downright hurry, 
Play'd clyp out o'er an auld n. 
An' held it as a ſterling fact, 
Some bogle rampag'd at his back. F 
Meg, rinnin like a flae in blanket, 
Her coats upon a lang nail hanket, 

That gart her coup the creels an' ſqueel, 
% Ah! Sirce, I'm gruppet by a de'il !” 
An? as ſhe near the threſhold lay, | 
Wae's me! ſhe near hand ſwarf'd away! 
Poor Will the ſmith, wi? haff-cauld blood, 
But ſhoon or bannet roaring ſtood; 
An' ſome, to get themſells weel hidden. 
War maiſtly ſmothert i' the midden ! 

Thus matters in confuſion reign'd, 

Till time near haf an hour had gain'd, 
Whan they again begin to gethir 
A little ſpunk, an' creep thegethir; 
Syne near the hayſtack, but diſſention, 
They gaed to haud a ſtout convention. 
But juſt whan Hab began deſcanting, 
Will cried, that Sy mon was awanting; 
An' ilk ane ferli't nae awee, 
Whar i' the ſorro' he cond be: 
Than Gool propos'd that they ſhou'd gae 

| An' ſeek him out without delay. 

| | Sae aff they ſlippet a' thegethir, 

| | But ſcarce had gane th' length o' a tether, 


Whan 


Cay 
Whan, to their great ſurpriſe an' wonder, 

They fand him lyin', as flat's a flounder, 

Upon his wame, nor wad he ſteer, 

But lay an' panted ſair wi” fear; 

Juſt like a hare that's lang been huntet 

By bloody hounds, and ſportſmen muntet. 

Will took him raſhly by the arm, 

An' bade him riſe, nor fear ought harm; 
But Symon, wha ne'er turn'd to ſee im, 
Now really thought the de'il was wi' im; 

An' gaſping rair'd wi' a' his might, 

4% Oh! murder! O, I'm fell'd outright!“ 

Till Sandie took him by the hand, 

An' than his wide miſtak' he fand. 

Syne a' again, a wee piece back, 

Retire, to argue near the ſtack, _ 
Whare the hale tot, for fear o' ſkaith, 
War fleyt to ſpeik aboon their breath. 

But Sandie, wha right eithly ſaw 

This night's wark in Meg's crap wad craw, 

Thus to her ſpake : Le ſtuppet aſs, 

&* | tauld ye what wad come to paſs; 

But na! ye're aye ſae ſelf-conceitet, 

« A gude advice ye winna tak it, 

Till ance ye find it is o'er late; 

An' than, forſooth, ye're glad to ha'e't.“ 
Will Gray, wi! falt'rin' voice, ſpak neiſt: 

„ think we'd beſt ſend for the prięſt; 

«© Wha'll gar the witches cour their head, 

« An? come what will he'll nae be fley't !”? | 

| 7 | Now 
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Now ilka birkie gied his notion, 
An' ſeal'd it wi' ſome queer-like motion; 
But a' agreed, at length an' lang, | 
The byre to enter in a bang ; 

An' for that purpoſe, linket ſteeve, 

They hood by ane anithir's neeve; 

Than a' at anes (it is nae jeſt !); 

Mov'd ſlawly foret in a breaſt; 

But vow ! what was their hale ſarpriſe, 
Whan Habby Graeme, aftoniſh'd, cries, 

% My Gudsſake, firee, may I be ſhot, 

<« Gif it be ought but a brown—STOT! 
That frae the graſs-park we ha'e brought; 
„ Sae a' our wark has gane for nought!” 
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Fr At trifles big mis ſbanters bring, 
EO Frae whilk a hunder mae may ſpring ; 
An ſome wha thrawart tempers ha'e, 
Aft ſtand unkent in their aun way: 
But aye, to guard againſt a coup, 
Foul. ſbou d look. weel afore they loup. 
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BONNY NANNY. 


A SANG. 


Tune“ Wat ye wha I met 228 | 


HE ſun was wearin' down at e 'n, - 
An' glinted o'er yon heather brae, 

Whan firſt I ſaw, upon the green, 
Young bonny Nanny wanton Er 
Her beauty inſtant catch'd my e'e, 

I ſtood amaz'd, and glour'd a while, 
Than bang'd acroſs the gowany lee, 

An' met her wi' a kindly ſmile. 


Quoth I, © Sweet laſs, whare do ye 1 

«« Sae far ayont the hill yer lane? 

« My bonny winſome dearie, ſay, 
% May I convoy ye hame again?“ 

Tho? modeſty made her look blate, 
At laſt an' lang I did prevail; 

Than back we joyfu' ſought our gate, 
Down thro? the green ſward windin' dale. 


While ſaft an? ca'm the zephires blew ; 
I view'd her ſhape an' gracefu' air; 

Her roſy cheeks her bonny mou. 
Her flowing locks o' gowden hair! 


Yet 


(. * 2 


Yet tho? I was o'er lugs in love, . 
An' had my dearie by her lane, 
Waes me! my tung I cou'dna move, 
To let the laſſie ken my pain 5 


Oo Cupid! thou wha hath the gift, 
Haſte to ſweet Nanny's boſom flee : 
Convince the fair, beneath the lift 
There's nane but her ſae dear to me: 
An' ſhou'd the laſſie lend an ear, 
She never will ha'e cauſe to rue; 
For by the gods aboon I ſwear, _ | „ 
To — aye J ſhall prove true. oh 
Oo ED... 
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